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Didft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufh.fle ; 

But fare thee well, there is a Dudte for thee, 

And Launcelet , ldonc at /tipper fh sir thou fee 
Lorenfo, who is chy new Mifters gueft, 

Give him this Letter, doe it fecretty. 

And fo farewell .* I- would not have my Father 
See me in talke with thee. 

Clowne, Adiew, teares exhibit my tongHe, raoft beautifull Pa. 
gan,moftfweetIewe;if a Chriftian dec not play the Knave and 
get thee, I am much deceived; but adiew, theft foohlh drops 
doe fomething drowne my manly fpirit : adiew. Exit. 

lef. Farewell good Launcelet. 

Alacke, what heinous finne is it in me 
To be afham’d to bee my Fathers child. 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : o Loren fo, 

I f thou keepe prorhife I fhall end this ftrife. 

Become a Chriftian and thy loving wife. Exit. 

Enter Gratiano , Lorenfj, Salaryno, and. S alamo, 

Loren. Nay, we will flinke away in Supper time, 

Dilguife us at my lodging, and returne all in an houre. 

Grat. W e have not made good preparation . 

Salar. W e have not fpokc us yet of T orch-bearers. 

Salan. Tis vile unlefle it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my minde not undertooke. 

Loren. Tis now but foure of docke, we have two houres 
To fuffti/h vs ; friend Launcelet what’s the newes. 

Enter Launcelet. 

Launcelet. And it (hall pleafe you to breake up this, it lhall 
feemc to fignifie. 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand. 

And whiter then the paper it writ on 

Is the faire hand that writdk Grat. Love, ne wes in faith. 

XaunK By'your leave fir. Loren. W hither goeft thou, 

Launc. Marry fir, to bid my olde Mafter the Ieweto flip to 
night with my new Mafter the Chriftian. 

Loren, Hold here, take this, fell gentle Iejftca 


the lM er chant of Venice. 

to night, 
Clowne. 

Satan. And fo will I. , 

Loren. Mcete me and Gratiano , at Gratutnos lodging 
Some houre hence. Salar, Tis good we doe fo. Exit. 
Grat. W a* not that Letter from faire I effiea. 

Loren ♦ I muft ncedcs cell thee all, flic hath directed 
How I lhall take her from herFathers houfe, 

What gold and jewels fhe is furnifht with, 

W hat Pages fute fhee hath in readineffe : 

If ere the icwe her Father come to heaven. 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake, 

Ar.d never dare misfortune crofle her foote, 

Vnleffe Ihe doe it under this excufe. 

That Ihe is iffue to a faichlefle Iewe : 

Come goe with me, perufe this as thpu goeft, 

Faiie Iejftca lhall be my Torch- bearer. Exit. 

Enter levee and hi* man thatwastbe Clovene. 

>■ lew. Well, thou lhalt fee, thy eyes lhall be thy judge. 

The difference of old Shylocke and Eajfamo ; 

What Iejftca, theu lhalt not gurmandtze 
As thou haft done with me : what Iejftca, 

And fleepe, and Inore, and rend apparell out. 

Why Iefsica 1 lay. Clovene. Why Iefsica. 

Shy. V Vho bids thee call ? I doe not bid thee calk 
Clow. Your worfhip was wont to tell me, 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

Enter lefsicai 

Iefsica. Cal! you? what is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth tofupper Iefsica t 
There are my keyes : but wherefore llaauld I goe ? 

I am not bid for love, they flatter me. 

But yet He goe in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigall Chriftian. Iefsica my girle, 
lookc to my houfe, I am right loth to goe, 


I will not faiie her, fpeake it privatly. 

Goe Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this MasKC 
I am provided ofaTorch-bearer. _ # £xit 

Salar. I marry, Ifc be gone about it ftraite. 


There 



